THE GREAT MISSIONARY AND THE PRINCIPLE OF ACTION

Day after day Vijaykrishna had to go without food,
and yet his family knew no sorrow. No clouds ever were
seen on his wife's face, no anxious thoughts consumed
them, they never thought of the morrow. He had his
soup made out of the weeds that grew plentifully in his
yard. After a hard day's unremitting toil, Vijaykrishna
returned home in the evening. That day he had not a
farthing in his pocket.  Vijaykrishna forgot that he was
without food and was wholly absorbed in the thought that
God metes out such punishment to man, when he
aggrandises the little ego and forgets to depend upon Him.
Dependence on God's mercy and independence of spirit
were his, and into that blessed world of exclusive religious
pre-occupation, the thought of maintaining himself and his
family could find no entrance. He silently went to bed.
Just then, Jadunath Chakravarty, a pious Brahmo friend
of his, came to him for religious discussions. Jadu Babu
understood the situation, but he had only a pice and a
half in his pocket. Some puffed rice (Mwi) was bought.
Vijaykrishna with his family ate this humble food with
relish as the generous gift of God. Next day, Kanti Babu,
another Brahmo friend, helped the starving family with
eight annas. Just at the time of dinner, there came two
guests. After the guests had eaten their fill, what remained
was scarce sufficient for a mouth. So, this day also the
whole family practically starved. The fine white fire of
this mood lights every action of his. Such seacrifices are
sights worthy of the gods. Such a shining example of
sacrifice, in the name of religion, will assuredly gleam,
gleam long and unflickering like the purest carbuncle in
the midst of so much darkness that wraps us.

Once he had to undertake a long steamer journey.
He had no pice in his pocket wherewith to buy food, but

in